50                                  The Djowj                            LCHAP. n

much risk of unsphering from the nocturnal studies of the
Djowf ; we, to write our journal, or to compare observations
and estimate characters.

Sometimes a comfortable landed proprietor would invite us
to pass an extemporary holiday morning in his garden, or rather
orchard, there to eat grapes and enjoy ourselves at will, *seuted
under clustering vine-trellises, with palm-trees above and run-
ning streams around. How pleasant it was after the desert!
At other times visits of patients, prescriptions, and similar duties
would take up a part of the day; or some young fellow, par-
ticularly desirous of information about Syria or Egypt, or
perhaps curious after history and moral science, would bold us
for a couple of hours in serious and sensible talk, at any rate
to our advantage.

Let us now pay our official visit to Hamood. To this Ghafil,
after delaying as long as he decently could, at last consented
on the fourth day after our arrival. We accordingly sot out
from his house all together, in great state and gravity, accom-
panied by a bevy of Haboob kinsmen, and wound lor a full
quarter of an hour through narrow garden alleys, ovcrshadcd
by palms and moist with flowing waters, till we emerged on a
large open space just at the rise of the castle mound. On one
side, but at some distance, rose the solitary round tower of
" Marid," or " the Rebellious," whose massive stone walls are
more than once mentioned in Arab poetry. But its architec-
ture offers no trace of Greek or Roman skill; it is clearly the
work of Arab labour and on an Arab plan, and being such pre-
sents but little to the study of the artist or the archaeologist.
However, the actual tenants of the soil, themselves incapable
of similar constructions, gaze on it with an admiration in which
a European can hardly share.

Below us where we now stood on the uprising ground of the
citadel lay the ruined dwellings of the chiefs of liaboob,
slaughtered or exiled; and all around them the stumps of
palm-trees cut down or burnt, and the traces of now unwatercd
gardens bear witness to the late war. Above in front of us rises
the castle itself, now the residence of Hamood. Jt is a large
irregular mass of rough masonry, patched up and added to
again and again, till its original rectangular form has almost
disappeared. Indeed, the southerly side is the only one that